THE  TRAIN
save State property!55 But the doctor, as though fore-
stalling him, said:
"We shall make up for the value, you know. After all,
our load is the most valuable thing there is, isn't it?"
They met Julia Dmitriyevna erect and triumphant,
only a little paler than usual. There were uneven
trickles of dried blood on her temples.
The doctor saluted her. She bowed condescendingly
and went past.
"And that,35 said the doctor, looking- after her, that,
I think, is the most valuable thing in the train.55
And who discovered her? thought Danilov, I did!
You came and found everything ready for you, and now
you're giving your orders!	^
But he understood that it was war-time, and this was
the Commandant of his unit. He said nothing.
Suprugov had returned to the train with Danilov.
He too had been going about the town all night under
fire, giving first aid to the wounded. Actually, he was
too'frail for such work. He had been living on his nerves.
He had not even started when a shell burst near him;
he seemed to see himself as though it were somebody
else whom he was watching from some immense height.
And as though from this same height he saw the pleasing
picture of a doctor returning from the battlefield, where
every second had brought danger of death or mutilation.
There was the tear on this brave doctor's tunic, he was
deathly weary, he was black as a Negro, his puttees and
the knees of his breeches were soaked with blood, the
feet were blistered by his boots. ... But he pulled him-
self up the handrail jauntily and went into the staff
coach. Fima, the kitchen maid, shrank away from
him—
"Hot water!'* he called to her as he passed. "And a
clean overall, and get this one washed to-day."
Fima looked at Suprugov, her eyea round with
devotion, and ran for water—
"Simraoya!" Suprugov called from the compartment

